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long and thick and it smelt like an old library.
Nothing was to be heard but sighs. It was
Beethoven that sighed. When the theme in F minor
was repeated, he sighed an extraordinarily deep
sigh. After a time everything changed to large
lakes with red water and above them God played
the violin/'

Faced with this confession to-day, Sibelius
declares that he cannot believe it to have been
written by himself; if there had not been ocular
evidence, he could have; sworn that the letter had
been written by someone else. But even if his
opinion has changed in the course of time, those
lines are worth rescuing from oblivion as evidence
of his ability of fantastic absorption and the
peculiar, characteristic combination of the sensa-
tions of hearing and sight.

While working to improve his technique and
absorbing everything of value that the musical life
of Berlin could offer him, Sibelius did not give up
composing according to his own lights. But
external conditions were not calculated to make it
easy to concentrate. The noise of the great city,
which he experienced for the first time, hampered
his inspiration that drew its sustenance from
communing with nature. Life in strange surround-
ings gave rise to impressions and experiences that
upset his spiritual balance at times. The young
man, full of the joy of life, experienced times of
profound depression in Berlin, of desponding doubt